| MR. DOOLEY ON A PRINCE’S VISIT

!

-
MAGAZINE SECTION.

THE SALT LAKE HERALD.

——z

MAGAZINE SECTION.

SALT LAKE CITY, UTAH, SUNDAY, SEPTEMBER 1, 1907

By F. P. Dunne

(Copyright,

1907, by H. H. McClure & Co.)

“Well, sir,” said Mr. Dooley, “they’re
givin’' that there Prince iv Sweden th’
time iv his life in Newport.

“What are they doin’ to him?"” asked |

afr. Hennéssy.
“What ain’t they doin' to him?” said
Mr. Dooley. *'Tis th’ lucky boy he is.

Ye see his grandfather, that's th' old |good f'r much else was good enough to

King tv Sweden, sint him over here to
study our dimmycratic institutions. Th'
old boy wanted him to look at thim
near by so that he’d know how to act
if annything happened that’'d sind him
back to wurruk at his great-great-
grandfather's thrade. Willum's great-
great-grandfather was a lawyer, a
Frinch lawyer, at that, an’ not much
good, be th' name iv Barney Dot. 1
have th' whole story fr'm Hogan. Wil-
lum's great-great-grandfather was a
lawyer an’ he wanted to make Willum's
great-grandfather a lawyer, too, like
himsilf, if it hadn't been that Wil-
lum’s great-grandfather wild
beauchous ladies iv wud no
haulin’ at Willum’s tails
day thin at
But Wiilum's great-grand-
a tough:; he th’
grace iv a dacint fam'ly; ‘listed in
th’ army an’ got
rals iv Napolyon,
Fr-rinch. 3y an' by Napolyon got s«
he cudden’t bear th’ ov his face
an’ it was a thousand to wan that he’d
avether kill him or make a king iv him
About this } Swedes
around lookin' f'r a king, th' king they
had havin' givin' notice. In thim days
Napolyon kind iv

an’
was
Newport
more be coat
this
Noonan’s

father was

blessed Counsellor

was dis-
he
gin'-
Impror iv th'

to be wan iv th'

sight

time th’ come

was a

| fice f'r kings. If anny proud nation!
| wanted wan iv th' anointed iv th’ Lord,
(as Hogan says, to bend its head to, Na-
polyon was th’' boy they wint to see.
Havin’ met a good manny Kkings, or
overtaken thim as ye might say, he
had an idee that annybody that wasn't

be a king. He was mighty careful
about who he picked out f'r cooks, but
whin it come to kings he’d just as leave
shut his eyes an’' pull a sthrange name
out iv a hat, He showed how he felt
about it be makin’ kings iv his broth-
ers, Whin a customer turned up, says
he: ‘I ean't spare so-an’-so, he tells a
good story; or so-an’-so, he can spell:‘
or so-an’'-so, he knows all abeut dogs.
But I can let ve have me brother Joe
if ye can wake him up, or that old |
mutton-headed gin'ral standin’ in th’|
corner. He'd be a gr-reat king 'r ye.
His ancesthry is all right. His father

.

th’ |

was a tailor.” So whin th' Swedes come
lookin' f'r a permanent boss he gave
hhhn Barney Dot because he didn’t like

him or th' Swedes ayether. Au' thus
was founded th’ dynasty that rules

over a proud people that bas done much
iv th’ heavy housework iv th’ wurruld
rubbed th' roomaticks out iv our backs |
an’ give th’ name iv Olsen to th’ entire |

|

| popylation iv th’ state iv Minnesoty. i
| “An’' there ye ar-re. Th' prisint king

|ﬂf Sweden seems like a dacint sort i\‘!
| la-ad. It's aisy come aisy go|

if annvbody wants a part iv|

old
{ with him.
| his kingdom all they have to do is to |
off a He keeps open house. |

{an

slice

{cut

- . | . . d |
intilligence of-| Whin th' Norwegyans, thim liberty lov- |

| supreemacy iv th’ sea.

l marryin’

in’ descindants iv th’ old Vikings, de-
manded theif rights by B. Yonson B.
inthrepid leadership. iv B, Yonson B.
Yonson—if Hogan give me th’ name
right—an’ Dock Nansen an’ others they
thundered at th' gates iv th' palace,
did th’ king dhraw his soord an’ at-
timpt to defind th’ -possessions iv th'
great house iv Barney Dot? Faith, he
didn't do annything iv th’ kind. He
laid down a glass iv limonade he'd been
sippin’ an’ calied ‘Catch.” A fine heos-
pitable old fellow, says I. Th’ Norwe:
gyans havin' got their liberty, wint off
an' hired a Dane to be king over thim.
Th' king had to marry, so he looked
over th' Norwegyan ladies an’ married
an English lady, as most kings do an’
will always do while England holds th’
If England iver
blows up ye'll read iv a good manny di-
voorces in high circles. There's wan
thing th’ English rile fam’'ly is doin, be
into other rile fam’lies. Jt's
puttin® th’ governmint fv th’' wurruld
into th' hands iv th’ plain people.

“So th' old king sint Willum over
here to study dimmycratic institutions
an’ he's havin’ th’ time iv his life. Since
Leif Erickson he's th’ first Swede, I
bet ye, that iver wint into a Newport
house through th’ front dure or with-
out a bundle. An’ there’'s no place in
th’ wurruld like Newport to study dim-
mycratic institutions fr'm. Ye can look
right down on thim. Fr'm Newport our
institutions all look very dimmyeratic;
fr'm Ar-rchy Road not so much
at all. Ye can say what ye like about
Newport, but to me, Hinnissy, it's th’

so, if

fairest flower iv our civilization. I read
about it iv'ry day in th’ palajeemses iv
our liberties, as Hogan says, an’ it
thrills me to th’ marrow iv me bones.
I've niver been to Newport; be th' way
th’ dugnper counts up iv'ry night I'll
niver get nearer to it thin Saint Joe,
Mitchigan. But I'm proud iv it just th’
same. Lave anny insolent Euro-peen
ask me what this counthry can show
but coorse an’ vulgdar matearyalism an’
I'll pint to Newport. ‘Look at that,”
says I, ‘an’ tell me that we're sunk in
commercyalism! TLook at that an’ tell
me," =says I, ‘that wealth in th' right
hands an’' th' left can’'t projooce cul-
ture an' refinement akel to annything

th" capitals iv Europe can show! Why,
says I, ‘whin it comes to culture, an’

refinemint, Newport cud give th' court
iv Louis Cans cards, spades, little an’
big cazop, slam th' deck in its face an’
bate it f'r anny sum fr'm three to three
millyon dollars. Ye bet ye'er life on
thas,' says 1.

“It's th’ grand place. 'Tis there th’
gr-reat Caps iv Finance hurry whin
wearied with th' chumult iv th’ mart
an' th' grand jury room to relax their
minds be a meal with a blue-nosed
mandril, a chimpanzee or an ape. 'Tis
there th' faif discindants iv th’ heroes
iv th’ revolution an’ th' steel merger
come to an arrystocratic clinch an’ roll

on th' flure in a deadly embrace, 'Tis
there that th' rude rebate, the overy
charge an' th' short change;, thim

coorse but nicissory factors in our in-
dusthreel divilopment ar-re turned as
if be magic into th' autymobill an’ th’

alimony. Blessed spot, where gather
th' signs iv our premachurely old fam’-
lies to revel in th’ pleasures iv refined
wealth an’' belt each other over th’
heads with th' flowin" wine bottle.

“It was there that Prince Willum
thraveled nachrally an’ Newport made
up its mind to rayceive him as become
his ancesthry if he wint far enough
back. It's too bad ye didn't read it in
th' pa-aper. I've read nawthjn’ ilse f'r
a week. Glory be, but it's been a fine
ginteel sergp. An’ so excitin’. Th' shin-
dig started whin Mrs. Slosh, th' ac-
knowledged queen iv Newport s'ciety,
handed it out that annybody that want-
ed to larn whither th' Prince ate with
his knife or not would have to look
pretty good to her. Th' chal'enge was
bravely took up be Mrs. Splosh, another
acknowledged queen iv Newport s'cle-
ty, who passed back a remark to th’'
gin'ral effect that though she'd known
Alfalfa Slosh since her father dealt
faro bank in Butte she'd have to In-
form th' wurruid that no lady with a
cast In her eye an’ muech iv her hair
rented wud iver se€ Prince Willum on-
less she peeked through a hole in th'
Spiosh fence. Well, sir, that started it.
An' now I skip ivrything in me daily
pa-aper to get down to th' fight news.
'Tis th’ on'y readin': ‘Mondah: Mrs.
Slosh scoored a signal victhry yister-]
day be sindin’ her former husband to
Prince Willum to tell him that if he
didn't appear at th’ Slosh mansion
Thursdah mornin’ at nine o'clock He'd

have his head punched.” ‘Choosdah:

Mrs. Splosh had th' better iv yister-

dah’'s mancovers. Be some means she
managed to convey to his rile highness
2 hint that the ple-plant at th’ Slosh's
house was full iv Paris green.” “Wins-
dah: A tur-rble affray took place in
front iv th’ readin’ room this afternoon
whin Mr. Splosh and Mr. Slosh, th' di-
voorced kings iv th' acknowledged
queens iv Newport s'ciety, met an’
jumped into each other, Ali Newport
s'ciety is wurruked up over th' dreadful
affair. Th' socyal capital iv th’ coun-
thry is divided into two rival camps.
Fight are iv daily occurrence in th’
streets. In siv'ral instances hat pins
have been dhrawn. So far it is anny-
body's battle.! *‘Thursdah: The Prince’s
boat appeared in th’ offing this morn-
in’ an’ in th’ prisince iv a tumaulchuse
crowd iv cheerin’, shriekin' arrysto-
crats, th’ two socyal queens swam out
to meet his rile highness. Both ladles
are sthrong swimmers an' they were

over th’ rail about th' same time. A
furious battle ensued between th'
queens, but th" supeeryor socyal ad-

dress iv Mrs. Slosh prevailed. Afther
fifteen minyits iv in fightin’ she put her
right acrost to pint iv jaw. Then seiz-
ing a belayin’ pin she mowed down a
body iv marines that guarded th’
prince’'s cabin an’ offered a spirited re-
sistance. Manetime th' craven officers
an’ crew had jumped overboard an’
dhrowned thimsilves. Although th’
prince fought with all his might, he
was no match f'r his lovely hostess,
who swam ashore with him an’ carried
him more dead thin alive to th’ Slosh

fined. Admission to see him is be tick-
et on’y. Mrs. Splosh, though defeated,
is not disgraced. She is organizin’ a
stormin’ party, which will be wan iv
th' ivints iv th' season, an' she declares
she will have th’ prince out if she has
to blow down th' front wall. But it is
gin'rally conceded that Mrs. Slosh has
rightiy gained th’ title iv undisputed
queen iv our best s'ciety. Noblesss
oblige.”

“An’ there ye ar-re. It's been a gr-
reat fight an' th’' best queen won. I'm
glad Prince Willum has had a chanst to
see how good we are whin we're at our
best.”

“'Tis th’ likes iv thim that Schwartz-
meister says provoked th’ Fr-rinch re-
volution,” said Mr. Hennesy gloomily.

“Don’'t ye believe it,” said Mr. Dooley.
“We cudden't injye poverty if we didn‘t
see th' way othef people injyes wealth.
Iviry time I read about a socyal war
at Newport I feel less disturbed about
a socyal war in our back alley. Whin
yve come to size it up a socyal war is th'
same thing as what is called in th'
polis coorts a clothes-line row, on'y in
was case th' ladies wear tiaras on thelr
heads an’ in th' other case shawls. An*®

what wud be th’ use iv havin’ a revo-
lution an’ desthroyin’ thim. They'd on'y
be more dangerous without thele
heads.”

Positive He Got a Lemon, All Right,
(Anaconda Standard.)
Gavernor Vardaman, who went out of
his way to deny that he had got religion,
freely and f kly acknowledges that at

mansion, where he is now closely con-

all events he has got the double cross.
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THIRSTY DA

By Charles Warren

The evernts of the second day of
1898, brought ray of to
Garpillos For on tlhe morning of that
day & party of loafers in the postotfice
the station master run out of the
railroad station anc down toward the
office of the Los Garpillos Screamer.

The sight of such an unwonted ac
ity aroused an indolent curiosity in
them.

“What's strueck Jerry?”

May,
1.08

comfort
saw
tiv-

drawled .Sam

Spe!man “He's running as if the pav
car 'd struck the pike, Must hev
something happened.”

“Here, vou boys.” John T
Drogal, the i v iredd at the
door in a les ana wiped
the puerspiration from his face, which
was red with the heat and excitement.

was waving a msg, ve

this

He
“Listen to

IOW fpaper

“Commodare Dewey's gquadron de-
stroyed the Spanish fleet in Manila
harbor early vesterdav morning. Thro

Admiral Montejo's ships were burn- | «
ed, o1 sunk a he rest disabled.

The stolid rowd became saddendy
energized. and they let our a scatter i
cheer Then for the first time 1 a
month they bestirred themselves. With-
in fifteen minutes the great news had
spread throughout the town and driit-
ed up the mountainside. it was passed
along from ganrg to gang iown the
shafts and along the funnels. At noon
men coming out for lunch ired on
all sides, punching each in the
back, recklessly waving pistols in the
air and pulling the triggers with har-
rowing indefiniteness of aim. By aft-
ernoon the two little general stores of
town had sold out every flag and every
bit of cloth which migh: be used to
decorate the adobe houses and build-

ings. The cracked bell on the Catholi
Mission church was jangling a peal as
continuous as could be made by relays
of wvolunteer bell ringers. Even the
dirty greasers on the outskirts of the
town roused themselves from their
blankets spread out on the sunnv ex-
posure of their weather-worn adobe
huts to find out the cause of the
roar.
Before
Los

the Spanish-American
Garpillos had been a
town. Its superiority to the rival town
of fan Jago admitted in its own
of no possible question

war

contented

eve

boasted in material possessions of 14
real docter, a billiard table, a “Palace
hotel,” a local paper and a MNttlk
branch railroad running from Tuflex |

ion on the main line down to th:
mines San Jago had no doctor, no
railroad, no hotel—strangers being
obliged to take rooms ovgr the saloon
—and no nawspaper, the New Mexican
Sunbug’'s office having been raided
and shattered by over-sensitive citi-
zens within two weeks after the first
publication of the paper.

The moment the war broke out, how-
ever, 3an Jago, metaphorically speak-
ing, leaped to the front with an exult-
ant yell. For Jago, being in the
valley, was a center for cattlemen, and
its three hundred and forty inhahitants
were all capable of riding roughly any-
thing and anywhere.

Los Garpillos, however, on the other

Junet

San

gide of the San Jago mountain, was
exclusively a mining camp and had
been unable to find a single citizen|

qualified or fitted for cavalry service

So in bitter silence and with pro-
found depression at the offensive airs
of superiority assumed by {ts San

Jago neighbors, Los Garpillos had wit-
nessed eleven prospective military he-
roes ride out from San Jago, amid
shrieks and cheers and pistol shots, to
inin the “Rough Riders” at San An-
tonio. The depression had continued
vntil the second of May. Now the
news of the great victory had roused
T.os Garpllios to something like joyful
action.

Before evening ‘“‘George Dewey” had
become almost one of the local celeb-
Plties,

In the midst of all, however, there
was one flaw. These rejoicings were
teally more national than local, and
Los Garpillcs was forced to admit that

San Jago still held the advantage of
actual personal participation ‘in the
glories of war. This advantage San

Jago held. however, only up to four
minutes past five on the afternoon of
that second day of May. For at that
precise moment Mr. Pete Watkins, one
of the leading spirits of Los Garpilios,
on feeling in the pocket of his coat for
a match, pulled out with the matches
a very dirty, torn and crumpled pilece
of paper. He looked at it carelessly for

up- |

Los Garpillos |

1 moment, then smoothed it and began

was at that
among the othe:
of Los Garpillos
the customary town
Glotherman's saloon,
Blood.” The exact loe
Philippine islands had
much display of alleged
knowledge and to earn-
support of his knowledge
part of each disputant. A few
insistent that Manila was a
extract and mnot a city.
a loud whistle from
attracted their attention
struck wver?” asked
“Has that letter anything
us?”
had an air
ritenzent “P'r'aps,”
i “Mavbe so. Say
| names the ships
|
!

moment going on
i citizens
meat 5!
Emil
Bucket of
cation of +the

to

prominent
| who had

i forum,

[ to read
| A vigorous discussion

“The

l;i\w-a rise
geographical
!"\? financial
l m the

| were also
’:;.l.wrmr
I

Sudd

A Pet«
Watkins

“What's
the row-d,
1o with
Watkins

one

of subdued ex-
he answered.
boys, what's the
old George had

i
\

wer in Manilly 2™
John T. Drozal, th= editor, had the
S ed Press telegram in his poek-
the list off:
Raleigh. Petrel, Boston,
Baltimore, McCulloch.” #»
the list had Leen fully repeat-
Watkins had jumped from his
rushed un to fat old Clother-
punched him in the chest, ruffled
long hair down over
giving a2 wild serjes of yells, and
ending by throwing the Dutchman/out
from behind the bar, cried: “Boys
step up, itU's on me!”
What in thunder's
asked Sam Spelman.
¢ others waived
crowded alertly to
invitation
gone and done it,”
“I'Il be locoed if he hasn’t.

‘ L and 1y
‘ “Oly

| Concord,
| " Before
ed Pets

chair,
man,
his coloriess

eves

the trouble?’

curiosity
bar to

their
and the
pt the
‘Dan’s
Pete.

ac-

shouted
Dan

»
-

Dewey!"”

At these incoherent remarks the oth-
res began to take a more active inter-
and Mr. Pete Watkins was em-
phatically asked to stop yelling and
come down to business,

“Listen to this letter, you fellows,
he said, pointing to the crumpled sheet
| which he had found in his pocket. “It's
the one I got from Dan last January,
You remember I teld vou about it
then. T'll be darned if I hadn't forgot-
ten all about the cuss ever sgince, or

est,

'

nf;

his |

was there. Yes, sir, right in the thick |
of it—old Danny Togler—good, old
“Thirsty Dan.” Huroo for Dan and

|
|

i

It was, incidentally, a ereat day for

Pete Watkins,
Then John T. Drogai, the editor,
stepped up on a chair, with a boille

in each hand, and called for “Three
cheers for Dan Togler, the hero of
Manila, who drove the proud Spauiard
frem the eastern seas.”

where he was. This is the part you
| want to hear. It was written from
San Francisco the 30th of last Decem-
ber: ‘I enlisted today as a sailor on
| the United States gunboat Concord,
{and we're going to sail on the 8th of
{ January to join the Asiatic squad-
ron!" "
“What's
ing about?”
“Why, you

that? What's all your jaw-
asked “Lone Hand” Piker.
old fool.” replied Wat-
kins, “don’'t you see? 'On the Con-
| cord,” Well, what ship was in the
| fight with old Dewey? Wasn't it the
| Concord? And where was Dan Tog-

fer? On the Concord. And who licked
the Spanlards? Why, Dewey and
“Thirsty Dan.” And-where did “Thirscy
Dan’ come from? Why, Los Garpillos.
And where does Los Garpilios come

in on this victory? Why, right on ihe|
topmost top. And where is San Jago
now? Why, at the bottom of the sheft.
Put that in your big mouth and chew
on it, ‘Lone Hand."™

Before Watkins had finished there
was a rising storm of exclamations |
which culminated in a rush for the|
bar. The letter was torn from his|
hand and eagerly passed from one tol
the other through the crowd. !
Yes, there could be no doubt rbout

The well-merited but long-delayed
fame had at last come tc Los QGar-
pillos. The pre-eminence of San Jago|
as a home of warriors was wrasted
from it. Los Garpillos had its hero
at last.

The crowd sc-parated' to spread the

it.

wonderful news over the town. *“The

3ucket of Blood” soon filled up with
leading citizens. All pressed eanthusi-
astically around Pete Watkins, anxious
to see the famous letter for them-
selves and to assure themselves of the
truth of the great event. Watkins
stood in one corner with hig head lift-
ed high with pride, and received with
an ill-simulated indifference the con-
gratulations made to him as the for-
mer chum of the hero of the hour, Mr.
Daniel Webster Togler, hetter known
formerly at Los Garpillos as “Thirsty
Dan.”

| the

It must be admitted, however, that
the past history of the present hero
left much to be desired in the way of
honesty, worth or honor.

“Thirsty Dan” had earned his sobri-
quet during his eight years' residence
in Los Garpillos from his unlimited
capacity to swallow drink of any de-
scription. The bed of no dry arroyo,
white with alkali and cracked and
baking in the hot sun, ever absorbei
fluid more quickly, completely or un-
endingly than did Dan Tog'er. The
only virtue 10 which he could Ilay
claim was an almost superhuman abil-
ity to withstand the physical effects
which mining camp whisky produced
the ordinary man. With Jogler
only result of hig habits seemed
total impairment of wHlingness
labor. For many yeass
subject of discussion at
whether the most ‘nert
and worthless greaser' the town dil
rot engage in more physical exertion
during the course of a year than did
“Thirsty Dan.” His good nature and
his extraordinary luck at faro had
been the only attributes by which he
mwanaged to secure the means to exist.
The first -had Eained him the ’‘riend-
ship of Pete Watkins and a share in
the latter's bunking accommeodations.
The second had obtained for him his

on

to be a
to do manual
it had been a
Los Garpillos

frequent drinks and his semi-oeca-
sicnal meals.
When John T. Drogal's invention

to task for personals
fill up the columns of

had been put
with which to

the Screamer, “Thirsty Dan’s” .gen-
eral haWits and characteristics formed
an inexhaustible topic. Toglerr had

not even the saving quality of beind
“handy with his gun.” In fact, the
only pistol which he had ever pos-
sessed had passed into Glotherman’s
possession years ago In exchange for
a drink. - )
There had been a vague rumor tha

five years ago, when his luck at cards
had been particularly bad, he had, gone
over toward 8San Jago to the acer
district and had actually shoveled and
screened about a ton of gravel. Such

|

{

{ endless

.

“Then the editor stepped up on a chair, with a bottle in each hand, and called for ‘Three cheers for Dan

Togler."”

an event would have been inconceiv-
able if it had not been that he had re-
turned in a few days with $4 worth
of the *“color,” which very rapidly
passed into Glotherman's hands.
Whether the report was true of not,
it is certain that he never had given

occasion
again.
About
Dar"”
bad

for such a rumor to prevail

ago *““Thirsty
a continuous run of
and in view of his
applications for Joans and
credit, the patience of Los Garpillos
had hecome almost exhausted. Mat-
ters came to a crisis one night when
“Lone Hand” Piker, returning to his
cabin rafher earlier than usual fromn
the “Bucket of Blood,"” discovered him
coming out of the aoor with a pair of
silver-mounted revolvers, relics of a
former South Carolinian life, and
which Piker prized exceedingly.

seven months
had struck
luck at faro,

Although Dan had claimed that he
was only borrowing them to .\'hc-‘)l

rattlesnakes, his explanation had been
unsatisfactory to Mr. Piker. The next
evening a mass meeting of citizens kad
been held, Dr. Logan MacDonald, the
railroad doctor, presidinz. Ana after
a short discussion it was unanimously
voted that the pregenee of Mr. Daniel
Webster Togler was no longer needed
in Los Garpillos. The only difficulty
seemed to lie in his limited means for
travel. This obstacle had been soon
surmounted by the making up of a
purse to purchase a ticket for him and
to provide funds to pay his way to San
Francisco, the money to be placed not
in his own hands, but in those of the
train conductor, with instructions to
pass him on to the next conductor.

And so on October 24, 1897, Dan Tog-
ler, much against his will, had board-
ed the train on the little branch road,
with a vivid warning from the band
of citizens who escorted him never to
return to Los QGarpillos.

Nothing had been heard or seen of
him since that day until the night in
last January when Pete Watkins had
received a letter from him, conveying
the extiraordinary news that he had
really had energy enough to do some-
thing at last, and had enlisted on
the Concord. Incidentally tise writer
had gone on to state that he was ex-
tremely ““hard up” at the time, that
the generous contributions of his
townsmen had long since been ex-
hausted snd that if Pete could see his

way clear to send him five dollarg, or
even two, he would promise to return
it out of his first month's pay.

It is needless to say that Mr. Fete
Watkins had not seen his way clear.

That evening, on the second of May,
the entire male population assembled
at the Palace hotel. Togler's a=w role
was the sole topie, and the only
thought was how to do fit honor to
the event.

“Well, the first thing we want to
do is to blow the timbers out from un-
der the San Jagons in the way a
celebration,” said Dr. MacDonald,- to

whom all turned naturally first for
suggestions.

“That's right.”” You've struck it.”
“Three cheers for the Doe,” they
shouted.

“The next thing is to show how we
appreciate the honor that our distin-
guished townsman has brought upon
the town,” MacDonald continued with
an uncomprehended stinge of sarcasm.

“I allps told yer fellers ‘Thirsty Dan’
'd more inter him than ye thought.
Didn't I allus tell yer he’d do some-
thing ter astenish yer some day?” re-
marked Mr. Jolter Greenstone.

Suggestions for the form of the pro-
posed celebration now came thick and
fast.

“I tell ye what Cousin Daniel 'd hev
lived,” remarked old Joe Brigham
(“Mormon Joe” he was called).

“Cougin who?”’ asked Watkins in
astonishment.

“Cousin Daniel,” Brigham replied
suavely.

“Arve you referring, maybe, to
‘Thirsty Dan,” T might ask?’ “Lone
Hand” Piker said, with a string ot
caths.

“Who else?”
look benevolent.

“Cousin! Rats! he warn't no cousin
o' yours,” said Watkins hotly. Wat-
kins did not propose to have the honor
of having chummed for six years with
Togler wrested awav from him by any
preiended eclaim to relationship now
cet up for the first time.

“Certainly he wag"” Brigham an-
swered doggedly. “Danifel was my
aunt's second husband’s nephew.”

“Well, it's taken you a pretty darned
long time toc work that out,” replied
Watkins. “We never heard you shoot
off your mouth about it when he lived
in these parts. did we, boys?”

There was a shout of sarcastic de-
rision in reply.

Brigham continued to

“Guess if you're a relative,” said
Sam Spelman, “you must be responsi-
ble for that six dollars Dan owed me
when he left.”

‘““That's so0,”” came from several oth-
ers. “And my four®™ “Ana my
seven.”

The conference continued until lats
in the evening. When it broke up the

querque Tuesday night. That's to-
morrow. Let's wire down there and
get it over here. It can come down

day afternoon train, along with the
fireworks we've got to send for, and
get here ir time for the evening fes-
tivities. I'll chip in to the pot to the
extent of fifty to start the subsecrip-
tion.”

This suggestion was received with
enthusiasm. That night the lights
shone until after midnight in the print-
ing office of the Screamer, and then
two men started ovar the mountain on
horseback with rolls of posters strap-
ped to their saddles. The next day the
San Jagons read with mingled feelings
of astonishment and envious vexation
that they were invited to attend the
great celebration to take place at Los
Garpillos.

All Tuesday preparations went on for
the unparalleled event. Men worked
hard building up bonfires afid erecting
flagpoles on the different summits
around the town. Up on San Jago
mountain they were heaping an enor-
mous pile out of timber from an old
deserted mine, small, glossy
rals and dark green canyon pinyon
trees with quantities of the long yel-
low Layonet leaves of the amoya plant,
and fine, dry gramma grass stuffed in
the chinks to kindle the flames rgadily
The men of Los Garpillos were sure
that this bonfire would be seen 100
miles away over in Texas.

Wednesday dawned, a =uperb day.
The volcanic sand and rock grew
warm with tints of red and brown and
orange under the blazing sun. A few
clouds straving by now and then
caused purple shadows ,to drift across
the mountain sides, and under them
the Great Staked Plains, stretching
southward deceptively like the ocean,
shifted from amber to dark blue and
misty gray and back again.

The celebration began at Glother-
man’'s promptly at noon, when Dr.
MacDonald called on the boisterous
crowd which filled the saloon and the
street outside to drink the toast of the

day, “To Danlel Togler and George
Dewey.” From that moment all was
wild  enjoyment—the contests, the

races, the pig, the shooting.

At half past seven in the evening Si
Cottrell was just finishing his oration
to his wildly enthusiastic audience,
gathered in the Miners' Union hall,
over the postoffice.

“And now, fellow citizens, let me
picture to you that scene one week ago
in those wonderful isles of spice, as the
poet says, when the sun rose in the
orient like an oriflamme of war. What

from Tuflex Junction on the Wednes-|

chapar- |

did the proud American eagle, with its

golden crest (‘‘silver’ called some one
in the audience), see as it spread its
wings and flew from the confines of
our glorfous land across the mighty
ocean to guard the noble warriors?
| {Immense applause.) What did it see

“Mormon Joe” was glad to get out l.‘xl dawn of the first of May, eighteen
of the room without further partici-thundred and ninety-eight?
pation in the debate. [ it

What did
“What did it?"”
an answer.”")

“It saw, fellow citizens, mighty ships

I say?

“Go it, Si’

see, (Cries of

“Get

following program had been agreed |of war plowing the deep, regardless of

upon: | mines and torpedoes, prospecting Ma-
The double celebration in honor of | nila bay without r, ready to junip

Togler and Dewey should be held «.21'..ny one's claim, even the haughty

Wednesday. The mining superintend- | Spaniard’s.”

ents would shut down work at the At this peint a long screech of an

mines at noon with a full day’'s pay. | engine whistis from the trai yming

1t should be opened at the “Bucket of | down from Tuflex Junction

Blcod,” wben Emil would set up one | military band interrupted the speaker

round of drinks free to everybody in}‘l:a.l emphasized an eloguent

order theat the proper toast might be| “Jt saw standing on the prow

drurk.  After that liquor would be|Olympia who? (Cries of Dan

half price. Then would come a re-|ler.” No, not our friend and hon

volver match; after that a greased pi,ui‘m'p n in whom we have so n

and a greased pole contest (this was |pride; not he, but ancther man

the suggestion of the postmaster, who | whom we have an almost equal prids

came from Pembroke, Me.); then a| Admiral George Dewey.”

tug-of-war contest made up of teams There were cri¢ of Good d

from the four dffferent mines; races|George!” and S i

of all kinds, and a new one invented |stamning of feet,

for the occasion, a race down and up| wiped the pers

three hundred feet of ladders of the| head, and took :

nerth shaft of the Little Giantess| flask.

mine; then the public exercises, in- “But there amid the canne roar

cluding music and an oration, and in|and the shrieking of shells and the ox-

the evening fireworks, bonfires and a| piesion of mines, the cries of

dance. . rds, the crackling of ria
The only man thought of for orator| Spanish vessels, who was there _

was Si Cotirell, mining superintendent | George Dewey? Who was the

of the Golden Belle, Readiness -~and | pehind the gun? Where would
luxuriance of speech were Si's strong| hawve been without his sailors?

poiats. was the man who brought the shig
“I tell you what, boys,” said Young-|there? Who was the sailor who :
man, the superintendent of the Yeliow |t possible for Dewey himself and
Dog. after their thirst had been some-| chips to be there?”

what relieved, I saw by the paper that “Huroo!’

Los Angeles band is to play at Albu- This single, enthusiastic cheer shat

| tered the eager and rapt silence
| which the audience was awaiting the
| peroration.

| Everyone turned to the rear to sea
| who it was who had disturbed Cot-
[trul!‘s-' eloquent period. Standing in the

aisle at the head of the stairs was an
unclean, good-natured look vid-
ual who had apparently jus
as he was 3«‘:"-1!‘,2[#;1?"“”] _)1_\‘ members
of the military band. The stranger
looked worried at the undue amount of
attention which he had attracted and
edged toward the door.

“Pete” Watkins, who was on the
platform, gave one look and then
| velled: “Thirsty Dan, by all that's
holy! Well, T am locoed!”

A roar of angry astonishment broke
from the crowd, and in a flash Mr,
Daniel Webster Togler was wildiy
struggling to escape from his excited
former fellow townsmen.

“I move we adjourn,” shouted Mr.
Jolter Greenstone, with great presence
of mind.

The audience, sweeping Togler along
with it, poured down stairs in a mass,

| asking confused questions and utier-
‘i:\;_: oaths of great force

| The visiting party from San Jago
|

gathered across the street and watched
‘(ho proceedings with huge enjoyment
“Thirsty Dan” was being buffeted to
and fro, as question after question was
flung at him, and an explanation de-
manded for his presence eleven thou-

sand miles from witere he ought to be
at that mioment.

Finally he made himself hearfl abhove
the uproar. “I can’'t answer all r
questions at once. Give a felle a
chance, won't you? TI'll tell yvou why
I'm here if wyou'll stop pounding me
I't! tell you where I've been.,”

“What did you write me such a
d—d lie for?”" shouted Pete Watkins

“'Twarn't no lie when I writ ver,”™
said Dan sullenly. “"How did 1 know
you fellers wus goin’ to make such a
fuss over me, anvway? Ef I'd known

it, I'd not hev come

wck., Say, if you

fellers want to know where I've been,
you've got to buy me a drink. I'm

most dead.”
They took him over to Glotherman’'s,
and there, after a satisfied of

smile

recognition of the place and its econ-
tents, Daniel Webster Togler, Esq.,
told his story.

“When 1 writ yer, Pete,” he said,
“TI’'d enlisted. That's right. On the
Concord. toco—a gooa little boat—as
boats go. But thar's too much work
on them boats for me. Wal—I hed

Continued on Page 5.
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